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The first time Pete introduced him to the guys in his band, he tripped over his tongue when he spotted a slim 
brunette with thick chocolate curls framing big blue eyes and ruby red lips. He almost blurted out something 
like "Didn't know you had a bird in your band; what does she play?" 


Well, almost. He zipped it up with a gulp when Pete referred to the brunette as ‘Rick Savage’. The heck was 


there a girl named ‘Rick’?! 
He bit his own lip at his stupidity, becouse how in bloody hell could he have mistaken this lad for a girl?! 


He did look a bit feminine, alright, but he was slim-hipped with somewhat wider shoulders and beginnings of 


stubble on his cheeks. 
Well fuck me, Joe thought, / must set an appointment with the Doc. 


His continuing confusion made him stumble graciously over the song he'd played a hundred times, making him 


look like a complete fool, because, NO, Stairway To Heaven didn't even start in that tonality. 


And Savage was suppressing a smile - Joe had to give him that, he didn't laugh in his face or anything - if he 
had, Joe would've punched him in his male head because he WAS a better guitarist than he managed to show. 


Granted, he slipped into the unoccupied place - the singer, because a) nobody else would do it, and b) he liked 
having the reins in his hands anyway. 


Savage was, of course, the owner of sorts of the band, but that didn't nag Joe that much. 


After a couple of switchings and tunings, Savage ended up playing the bass instead of lead guitar, Steve Clark 
sweeping them off their respectable feet with his technique and endurance. 


Time showed that Rick Savage was no less man than Joe himself was, although he had a rather shy nature 
and Joe loved winding him up over it, teasing and playing with his strings until the other man snapped and hit 
him with a pillow, or a shirt, or a sandwich.. whatever was closest. He refrained from beer bottles luckily. 
He'd always come to Joe when he needed something, though. Whether it was an advice, or a material thing, or 
heck, just a friendly silence, he'd stroll over and sit next to him. Sometimes Joe wouldn't even notice he was 
there until he spoke. 


"Do you think we're gonna make it?" 


He would have this faraway look on his face, squinting at the tricky Sheffield sun as he stared over the bony, 
rust-bitten old buildings stretching all around their warehouse and the neighbourhood itself. 


"Of course we are," Joe would assure him every time. 


And over Steve, Pete, and young Rick Allen they'd accepted as their drummer, Rick Savage ended up being the 


one he turned to as well. 


It didn't take long for the shy bassist to grow on him, and before he knew it, he had a best friend. 


And when they put out their first record, followed by his best friend getting dumped by a local birdie, then 


trying to drink himself into numbness, Joe was there to hand away the booze. 


Of course, it all soon turned into a bender, Sav trying to prove to Joe he could drink more - and more of the 
heavy stuff too - and Joe used that one moment of clarity in his hazy brain to pick himself up and take care 
of his best friend as much as he could. 


Dragging them both over the pub's concrete parking lot, Joe managed to hit the right turn and stumble down 
the street to the place all the boys shared for the previous months. Or years. Joe groaned and gurgled some 


frustrated sound, provoking a slurred response from Sav. 
"Again, why ar’ you takin’ me ‘ome, Joe?" 


"Because you're lashed, and | can't burden my cons-- consc-- uhh," He scoffed, still stumbling forward with 
Sav's arm around his neck and his own around the other man's waist. "my mind with your death." Joe 


concluded and shut up, opening the rusty steel door that uncovered a staircase of similar material. 


With a sigh of self-encouragement, he pulled them up the stairs, one at a time, and after several "Ow!" and 
"Fuck!" noises coming from them both, he succeeded in locking them safely into their flat (of sorts), waking the 
rest of the boys up as they jangled and banged and crashed inside the room. 


"The ‘ell is the matter wit! you two?" Rick sleepily chuntered from his mattress on the floor, rubbing his eyes 
and scoffing at the dark figures swaying with giggles. 


"Go back to sleep, Rick," Joe commented, holding Sav's shoulder with one hand, the other one gripping one of 
the old, discoloured gas pipes that climbed the side of the wall. 


"Who's that over there?" Steve sounded from somewhere, voice feline and hoarse at the same time, the just- 


awoke style evident in his speech. 


"Go the ‘ell away you Two, some of us ‘ave better things to do!" Pete recklessly threw a pillow in their 


direction, followed by several more from Rick and Steve. 


"Alreight, alreight! Joe grumbled and picked up the thin free mattress, wobbling out. "We'll cop our zeds over 


'ere.. Sav, come on" 


Banging the door closed behind them with an "Oopsie", Joe tossed the mattress onto the cold floor, gesturing 
toward it with his hand, wild dark curls bouncing around his face. 


"Be my guest, Sav." 


His friend's lips twisted into a drunk, considering pout before he dropped onto it, wailing as his bottom slammed 
into the barely covered hard ground. Joe giggled and sat next to him, rubbing his right cheek with a grimace 
before flopping back down, arms above his head. Sav mirrored his position, staring at the ceiling for a couple of 
moments before curling to Joe's side, burying his face in the soft material of his friend's t-shirt. 


‘lm gonna be sick, Joe." He whimpered, voice muffled. Joe's eyes shot wide in half-darkness and he wriggled 


away from him. 
"Hold on, hold on.. Let's ge’ you out." He started rising up but Sav pulled him back by the t-shirt. 
"No, don’ go." His soft voice didn't correspond the forceful pull from moments ago. "Please." 


"Ah, no, luv, | don't wanna wake up covered in your last meal." Joe started but Sav shook his messy forest of 


curls. 

"l'm alreight now.. | feel fine." 

"Are you sure?" Joe asked even though he'd already landed back down next to him. 

Sav nodded, wrapping an arm around his friend's torso, snuggling back into his armpit with a small sigh. Joe 
wiggled a bit, the position of the other man making him slightly uncomfortable, but he remembered just how 
devastated Sav had been at the bar so he figured his friend needed him. 

Convincing him that he was a rock'n'roll star now and that he could have any girl he wanted hadn't helped 
either. Sav couldn't understand why his girlfriend didn't believe in them. They had an album, for crying out loud. 


They were gonna be big soon. 


And no matter how hard Joe had tried to make him see that a woman like that didn't deserve him anyway, 
Sav wouldn't relent. He cared for the bitch apparently. 


Joe knew he had to make sure Sav got some the next day, even if it meant dragging him to that cheap strip 
club down the street. 


Sav stirred in his sleep and Joe glanced down only to see him staring back, blue eyes wide and curious, not 


sleepy or bloodshot as he would've expected. 

"You're not sleeping." He whispered, the arm he had around Sav's body loosening up a bit. 
"| like the colour of your eyes." 

Joe blinked and scoffed. "What?" 

"They're green" Sav said slowly. "I like it” 


"How can you see my eyes in the dark?" Joe questioned, wondering who the hell had these sorta conversations 


at 4 in the morning. 


"lve seen ‘em in light." Sav whispered, and then pulled on Joe's torso to roll him onto his side. "I'm cold." Sav 


murmured, pulling Joe's arm over him as he snuggled into his chest. 

His friend opened his mouth in confusion, but then closed them again as Sav spoke. 
"You should get your hair cut." He mumbled. "That way they can be seen" 

"Hm?" Joe's brow crooked, but he didn't pull away from the other man 


"Your eyes." Sav whispered, his breath ghosting over Joe's Adam's apple and he swallowed, reminding himself 
he was helping his best friend 


"Go to sleep, Rick" 


Sav inhaled, then exhaled along with that ‘mmm’ sound and Joe pulled him closer, rubbing his back and trying to 


soothe him into sleep. 

"You're warm." Sav purred quietly and Joe closed his eyes, praying for patience. His friend was drunk. 

Then the said friend purred again and Joe tried to ignore the little tingle that passed through him. 

"Sav. Stop it and go to sleep." He said softly. 

| can't" He sounded almost pained and Joe unglued him from his chest to look at his eyes. They were wide and 
glowed softly from the moonlight seeping through the old squeaky window. "I miss her." His bottom lip wobbled 


but there was no moisture in his eyes. 


"Bloody hell," Joe whispered and crushed his friend to his chest. Sav's lips attached themselves to his throat, 
breathing in and out and Joe's skin prickled, that tingle running through his nerves again. 


"Sav... 


Lips climbed up to his chin, then Sav brushed them against Joe's mouth, whimpering slowly as he did so and 


Joe froze. 


"What are you doing?" He whispered, pulling him away, but Sav caught Joe's lip between his own, tugging on it 
like a baby on a bottle. 


"| need you.. Joe" 


Clearing his throat and sobering up a bit, Joe shook his head. "No, you need a girl, and I'll make sure that, er, 


you're, uh, havin’ it off this time tomorrow." 


"No." Sav moaned in protest. "| need you. Please, Joe.. 
His lips collided with his friend's, soft brushes and thrusts making Joe's head spin. 
Well, Sav still looks like a girl he thought, so technically this isnt.. 


Sav's hands glided over his chest, slipping around and pulling him in, tongue sliding effortlessly into his mouth 


and a grunt eventually escaped Joe's lips. 


"Touch me." Sav whispered, placing open-mouthed kisses along the other man's throat, hand skimming down to 


tangle long fingers with his own. 

What did he mean by that? Joe pondered with that working cubicle of his brain. One part he was drunk too, the 
other part was busy feeling the incredibly soft, wet lips on his neck, and what was there left for thinking 
anyway? 

Sav surely didn't expect him to.. Touch him? Down there.. 

Joe felt uncomfortable again so he pushed slightly at the other man. "Sav.. stop it. | can't." 

Sav rose from his position, his big shiny eyes meeting Joe's. 


"Please, Joe." 


How could he say 'no' anyway? Sav was his best friend, his bandmate. And he was a good guy, caring and 


affectionate, and he was hurt. 


And.. He still looked like a girl. So maybe Joe could focus on the soft red lips, and big blue eyes, and thick, dark 
chocolate locks and long legs, and perhaps forget.. that down there ain't a twat. 


"No, Sav" he shook his head. "I'm.. Not like that. And besides, we'd both regret it in the morning." He propped 


himself on an elbow. "You're my best friend. | cant use you like that." 


"But | want you to use me." Sav said as he leaned in to kiss him again. "| want you to.. take me. However you 


like." 


Joe could see it in his eyes; the crazy wanker really meant it. He put a hand on his bandmate's hip. "Rick 


You're drunk--" 


"So?" Sav interrupted him. "l'm sober enough to get it up, aren't |?" He demonstrated it by grabbing Joe's hand 


and placing it over his groin. 


Joe groaned and shook his head, trying to pull away his trapped hand. 


"Do you feel that?" Sav breathed, fishing through the air for Joe's lips, licking them slowly and thrusting his 


tongue in between. "I want you to touch me. Please... Joe." 
Fuck. 
He was screwed. 


That mere moment of uncertainty that danced across Joe's features was enough even for a battered Sav, and 
he plunged forward, kissing him more forcefully now, grinding his crotch into Joe's hand and his friend gasped, 
finally giving in 


The next couple of minutes went in a blur, zippers sliding down, pants peeling off, shirts ripping open, lips 


meeting in frenzy. 


The initial shock and denial faded to background as Sav's soft touches brought Joe's skin alive, burning him 
wherever they landed, squeezing his lungs and expanding his prick until Joe was sure he would burst. Needless 
to say, the innocent blue-eyed look Sav would shoot his way every now or then - even though drunk - would 
send a bolt of electricity down to Joe's groin 


He moaned and covered his friend's erection as much as he could, the apprehension of touching another man's 
custard chucker vanishing as Sav threw his head back and arched into his hand. 


"Yes, Joe, oh God.. Please.. Yes." 


There was something highly addictive in the way Rick Savage surrendered himself, something that stirred Joe's 
loins like none before, so he did it again, squeezing the hard member and twisting his fist just as he would 
reach the tip. Sav cried out loudly and Joe prayed to Lord their friends were still sleeping. 


"Joe." Sav whispered, pushing him away slowly, then pulling him back up next to him, panting as he stroked his 
jaw and neck. 


‘| want you to fuck me." 


Joe thought he might be going into cardiac arrest, his heart apparently trying to leap out of his body and take 


a road of its own. 
"What? No, I." 


"Please." Sav moaned softly, chest rising and reflecting the moonlight as it shone with sweat. "This isn't 
enough." He shook his head then repeated the statement he'd said earlier that night. "| want you to use me. 
Hard.. So | can forget everything but the way you feel.. Inside me." 


Oh they were both glowing like tomatoes, but none seemed to care. 
Who was this lad and what the bloody hell had he done with Joe's best friend? 
"Please." 


Truth be told, Joe wanted it. Now that Sav had gotten him that high and now that he felt dizzy from the 
desire for him, he needed it. And the mere thought of having Sav like that made him shudder with lust. 


They didn't have anything with them, no protection and no lubricant of any sorts, but Sav wouldn't hear about 
it anyway. 


"You're clean, | know that, and so am |." It was all he said. 

Yes, Joe knew neither of them had business with the doctor, but still. They could maybe.. 

Sav was having none of it and before Joe knew it, he was being offered a tight young body, spread out before 
him, legs open and chest rising and Joe lost it. He knew there was a strong possibility that Sav - as shy as he 
was - would never talk to him again once the morning came and he realized what happened, but he discarded 


that scenario as his need took over. 


Sav was panting in front of him, sweaty and warm and open for him and there was a small part of Joe 


wondering how come they had never done this before. 
He didn't ask any more questions. 
They struggled with saliva for a while before Sav hissed like an animal in heat. "| don' need that, Joe, come on!" 


There was a faint feeling of almost sacrilege as Joe slowly pushed the thick tip of his erection in, but he shook 
it off, lust resurfacing to take its place. 


Oh he was so tight. 


So warm and narrow and he was groaning and raising his hips wantonly and Joe was going out of his mind with 


animalistic desire. 
Then Sav's eyes snapped open and he hissed through his teeth. "No, turn me over.. | want it like that." 


Joe was just about to comply - the image of Savage's body writhing like a snake with his bum up in the air 
making him burn with desire - but something in the barely visible glint in Sav's eyes stopped him halfway. It 
was hard to identify, and maybe he was imagining it, with the booze and all, but for a moment there, it 


seemed as though they were uncovering a plead, for a release of different kind. 


"No" Joe whispered sternly, knowing Sav wanted to turn away from him and whimper in despair, not being able 


to do so in Joe's face. 

"Please, Joe." 

"No" 

He wanted in. Now he was gonna take it. 


Soon enough, Joe's thrusts were beginning to affect both of them, Sav barking ‘harder’ every few seconds, and 
as much as Joe didn't want to hurt him, he couldn't keep it together. And when Sav arched from the mattress 
and cried out like a young dog, Joe figured he must've hit some spot, so he repeated that action until Sav 
stiffened like a guitar string and coated his own belly with rich white spurts, writhing and sobbing as the 
tremors started subsiding. 


Joe should've known it was over for him too. He came so sweetly, pleasure sparkling through his veins as he 


collapsed on top of his friend. 


It was impossible. He hadn't even touched Rick, and yet he ended up screaming his visibly explosive release, 


making Joe wonder what the hell he had done to him. 


And he felt something different as he buried his face in the crook of Sav's neck to calm his breathing. He felt 
like cuddling. 


Rolling them onto their sides, Joe planted kisses all over the other man's sweat-covered chest, holding him 


close as he whispered in his ear. 
"Please tell me | didn't hurt you." 


Sav wrapped his arms around Joe and snuggled into his damp body, Joe's softening erection slipping out of him 


slowly. 

"Save" 

Joe felt a kiss land on his breastbone before Sav hid his face in his own hair, pulling him closer. There was a 
faint sound coming from him, and Joe wasn't sure if he'd only imagined it, but it made his heart tick with 


shock for a brief moment. 


"| love you, Joe." 


